17 8 ^_^__ 7h '-i ^g mdT}mthof^hardtti e Third. 


Rick In all which time^you and your Husband C?r^ 
Were fa£tious,for the Houfe of Lmc*fberi 
And Rfcersfo were you ; Was not your Husband, 
Id ^Margarets Battaile^t Saint ^/^flainc f 
Let roc put in your mindes 3 if you forget 
What you ha tic beetle ere this, and what you are ; 
Withall, what I haue beene,and what I am. 

A mutch rous Villaine^and fo ft ill thou art. 
Rich. Poore (larence did for fake his Father Warwick** 
J,and fori wore himfelfe (which Xefu pardon.) 
Q^M. Which God rcuenge. 
Rich. To figh t on £ dw ards panie^ for the Cro wne, 
And for his meedejpoore Lord,he is mewed vp ; 
I would to God my heart wtveFIrntJike Edwards* 
Or Edwards foft and pitnfull 5 like mine ; 
I am too childi fh fooliPn for this World. 

i^M,High thee to Hell for fliame a & Icaue chis World 
Thou Cacodemon f there thy Kingdome is. 

Rift, My Lord of Glofter; in thofe bufiedayes, 
Which here you vrge,toproue vs Enemies, 
We folio w'd then our Lord,our Souesaigne King t 
Softiould we you, if you fliould be our King* 

Rich. If I fhould be - ? I had rather be a Pedier ; 
Farre be it from my heart, the thought thereof* 
As- little ioy (my Lord ) as you fuppole 
You fhould coioy, were you this Countries King ? 
As little ioy you may fuppofe in me, 
That I cnioy,being the Queene thereof. 

Q^Mn A little ioy enioyes the Qucene thereof. 
For I am (hecand altogether ioyleflc : 
I canti0 longer hold me patient. 
Hcare rnc,you wrangling Pyr arcs, that fall out, 
In fharing that which you haue pilled from me : 
Which off you trembles nor^that lookes on me ? 
If not,that I aril Qoeene^yoti bow like Sublets; 
Yet that by you dcpos J d,you quake like Rebells. 
Ah gentle Vilkme,doe not turnc away* (fight ? 

Rick Foule wriuckled Witch jw hat mak'ft thou in my 
JjJyW, But repetition of what thou haft marr*d, 
That will I roakc,bcfore I let thee goc. 
Rich. Wert thou not banithed, on pa me of death ? 
j^j^i* I was: but I doe find more painc in banilhment, 
Then death can yeeld me here,by my abode* 
A Husband and a Sonne thouovfft to me 3 
And thou a Kingdome ; all of yoUjallegeanee : 
This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the Fleafures you vfurpe^are mine, 

Rick The Ctufe my Noble Father layd on, thee, 
When thou didfi Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy fcorncs drew 'ft Riuers from his eyes, 
And rhen to dry them,.gau'fi the Duke a Ciowt, 
Steep'd in the faultleffe blood of prcttie Rutland: 
His Curies then/rom bitternefle of Soule, 
Denounc'tfagainft thee, are all falne vpon thee : 
And Goti^not we,hath plagu'd thy bloody deed* 
So iuft is God a to right the innocent. 
Haft. OyjL was the fouled deed to flay ttiat Babe, 
And the moft mercilefle,that ere was heard of # 
^« t Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported* 
Dorf No man but prophecied reuenge fork, 

Nmhtimberlandjkitn prefenc^wept to fee if. 
What? were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turne you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did T&rkis dread Curfe prcuaile fo much with HeaiieD* 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 


Their Kingdomes loffi^^fou Banilk^ 
Should all butaniwer for ihn v ^ifo^ m *% 
Can Curfe* pierce theClouds,and enter ftL 
Why then giue way duUClouds to my ^> 
Though not by W*rrc,by Surfet dye voTr ? Urf ^ 
As ours by Mutther.to make him a KiL n & 
£ dwtrd thy 3onne ? that now is Prince of W a ! 
For Sdwardam Sonne.that was Prince of w i 
Dye in his youth,by like vntimely fWlfl ^ 
Thy felfe a Queene/or me that was a QnJL 
QuMiuethy glory,like my wretched St c 
Long may'ft thou Huc.to wiyfcthyChildrL j 
And fee another^ I fee thee now, " Hi 

Deck'd in thy Rights,** thou art Rally in 
Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death 
And after many Icngth'ned ho wrei of gn-fc * 
Dye neyrher Mother, Wife,nor EoglaJ, q 
-%gfers and Dorfit, you were ftanders by 
And fo waft thou 5 Lord ^»fj t whctim^ 

That none of you may hue his natural! age * 
But by fome vnlook'd accident cut off. * 
ifcA-Haue done thy Charme^ hateful witU'd h 
a^.AndleaueouttheeFftayDog^ 
If Heauen haue any gneuous plague in florc 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifli ypontW * 
O let them keepe it,tUt thy finnes be ripe * 
And then hurle downe their indignation * 
On thee, the troubler of the poore World* peace 
The Worme of Confciencc flill begnaw thySonfc 
Thy Friends fufpeft for Traytors while thou liu'ft 1 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends ■* 
No fleepe clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine 
Vnlcffe it be while fome tormenting Dteame 
AflFrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 
Thou eluiffi mark'd, abortiue rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natitiitie ° ; 
The flane of Nature,and the Sonne of Hclh 
Thou flander of thy heauie Mothers Wombe, 
Thou loathed IITueof thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Hono^ thou detcftcd- 
Fjeh. tJS4rir£aret t 
Qjf. Richard. Xicb.Hu 
QJW* I call thee not- 
Rich. I cry thee mereie then t for I did thinke, 
That thou hadft call'd me all thefe bitter natnes, 
QM. Why fo I did^but look*d for no reply* 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfo 
Rick *Tis done by mc,and ends in mtargtret* 
Qt* f Th.m haue you breath J d your Cmfeagiinftyom felf. 
Poore painted Q^een^vain floursft of my fortUDfj 
Why ftrcw'ft thou Sugar.on that Botterd Spider, 
Whofe deadly Web enfnarech thee about ? - 
Foole,foole,thou whet*ft a Knife to kill thy felfe : 
The day will come, that thou ftiak wifli fo* tne, 
To helpe thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-badt Toadt 

/r^.Falfe boding Woman t end thy frantick Curfc, 
Lcaft to thy harmc,rho u mouc our patience. 
J%*M* Foule ftiame vpon you, you haue all tnoudmtEid 
Ru Were you wel fcru ? d,you would be taught your dm J 
MJH To ferue me we!l,you all ftiould dome duty, 
Teach me to be your QgecnCjaod you my Subiefts : 
O feme me wetland teach your felues that duty. 
J>orf Difptire not with hcr f fhec is lunatickCi 
QJW< Peace Mafter Marqueffe,you are malapert* 
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce currant. 
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^^--^^T^bihty could iudge 

y Clofe i wtid be miferable. . 
Y^Z high, haue many blafti to ftakc them, 

It touches you my Lord,a» much as me, 
K T and muchmore : bur l was borne Co high: 
^ricbuildcthinthcCcrfarswp,. 

with the winde, and fcorncs the Sunue. 
Acl And tiarnei the Suniofiiade -alas^las, 
P^rti mv Some, now in the fliade of death, 



for Charity. 
Vr S c nekiier tharity^norfliamc tome : 
Veritably with me haue you dealt, 
Iodih*mefally my hopes (by you) are butcher d. 
MvCharity is outrage, Life my fhame, 
2d in that (hame, ftill liue my i orrowes rage* 
"Site Bane done^haue done, 
Mr! 0 Princely Buckingham, He kiffc thy hand, 
rnfitfneof L«gue and amity with thee : 
Lv faire befall thce s and thy Noble houfe t * 
ThyGarmfiffK are not fpocted with our blood i 
Kor thou Within the eompaffe of my curfe . , 

Nornoonehcere: forCurfcsneuerpaffe 
The Hps of thofe that breath chem intheayrc. 

I will not thinke but they afcend the sky* 
And there awake Gods gen tie fleep ing peace, 

0 Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge: 
Looks when hefawncs^he bites; and when be bites, 
His venom cdoth will rankle to the death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him, 
Sinne, death,and hell haue fet their mackes on him t 
And all their Minifiers auetid on him. 
Ttyh. What doth (he fay, my Lord of Buckingham* 
Sue, Nothing that I refpe<S my gracious Lard. 
7&m. What doft thou fcornemc 
For my gentle coy ufell? 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from. 
Obiat remember this another day : 
When he fhall fplit thy very he ait with forrow : 
And fay (poore TtiMgaret ) was a Prophetcffe ; 
jUueeach of you the fubieftsto his hate. 
And he to yours^and all of you to God*. Evif • 

Buc* Myhaire dotHftand an end to hearehtrcUrfes* 
ISK And fo doth mine, I mufe why Qie*s at liber tie. 
Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof, that I haue done to her* 
Mar. I neuer did her any to my knowledge* 
Rick Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrong: 

1 was too hct> to do fomcbody good, 
That it too cold in thinking of it now ; 
Marry as for Clarence he is weli repay ed t 
He is frank'd vp to fatting for his paines, 
God pardon chem^ that are the caufe thereof, 

, fl*< A vcttuoui 3 and aChriftjan-Iike conclufiou 
To pray for them that haue done fcath to 7S* 
Sick So do I euetj being well aduis'd. 

Sptakp to'bh&fiifi* 
For had I curft now, I had cut ft my felfe* 


Enter CtftiiBj* 

Catts. Madam, his Maicfty doth cafl for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 
®rt< Cattsh I coftte, Lords will you go whh rate, 
A* We wait vpon your Grace* 

Exttm&Um Gkflcr* 

Rich, I do the wrong 5 and firS begin to brawlc* 
The fcc«t Mifcheefes that I fet abroach, 
I lay vnto thegteeuoirt charge of others. 
Ctfirenct, who I indeede haue caft in darkneffe, 
I do beweepc to many fimplc Guiles, 
Namely to Derby, mjUp^Btscki^bam^ 
And tell them'ns the Queen c> and her AUies, 
That ftirre c he King againft the Duke my Brother^ 
Now they beleeuc it, and With all wliet mt 
To be rcneng J d on Rium, D^rfir.Grfj. 
But then I figh, and with apceceof Scriptur^ 
Tell rhem that God bids vsdagoodforeuill : 
An<l thus I cloath my naked Viilanie 
With oddeoldendi 3 ftolne forth of holy Writ, 
And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the deuill, 

Ehtet twb munhcrtrs* 
But foft^ heere Come my Executioners, 
How now my hatdy ftout refolued Mat^s, 
Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 

^/,We are my Lord *and come to haue the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Rtc* Well thought ?pon f I ha^e it hcare about me : 
When you haue done, repay re to Crwfy place; 
But firs be fodaine irt the execution, 
VVithali obdurate^donotheare himplcadc; 
For CUrenctis well fpoken, and pcrhappes 
May moueyour hearts to pitty, if you markehim* 

ViL Tuvut,my Lord, we will not ft and toprate# 
Talkers are no good dooers > be affbr'd : 
We go to vfe our hands,and not our tongues* 

Rick Your eye* drop MilWloncs.jvvhen Fooles eyes 
fall Teares : 

I like you Lads,abom youth ufineffe ftraight, 
Go^gOjdifpatch, 

ViL Wc will my Noble Lord; 


Stena Quarta* 


Enter Clarcnve and Kffyer. 
Keif. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day* 
Cla. Ojl haue paft atniferable night, 
So full of fearcfull Dreames, of vgly fights^ 
That as I am a Chriftian faith full man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though 'twere to buy a World of happy daies; 
So full of diftnall terror was the time, 
X^fp.Wha; was your dream my LordJ pray you tet me 
CU. Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark' d to crofle to Burgundy, 
And in iny company my Brother Gloufter, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke 7 
Vpon the Hatches s There wc look'd toward England, 
And cited a thou (and beany times. 

r i During^ 


